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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





HIS IS A Spring of surprises. Just now, as April softly fades into May, 
T we ought to have reached that halcyon period of political truce which 
generally intervenes between the preliminary presidential skirmish and the 
active hostilities of the real campaign. This is a sweetly happy space of 
time when personal and even party hostilities are put to sleep for purely 
prudential reasons. It is, so to speak, the moment of entering the ring, 
before time is called, when the contestants gaze one upon another with a 
marked and considerate respect, almost amounting to polite admiration ; 
each one suggesting by his manner that he feels proud to be considered 
worthy to face such an able man as his antagonist. 


* 
+ * 


This is usually a time when politicians keep uncommonly quiet. If 
they have anything to say about the men who are to be their party rivals 
or their public opponents, they say it in honeyed words. At this stage of 
the political game, in most years, everybody is a statesman and a possible 
candidate. At least, everybody is «¢ Mr.” — «« Mr.” Smith and « Mr.” Jones. 
Later on it will be ** Smith the Tariff-Smasher” and « Jones the Monopo- 
list; ”’ but just before the battle it is commonly held to be better politics to 
regard not only Smith and Jones but Brown and Robinson and White and 
Green and all the rest of them as estimable and public-spirited citizens — 
a little better than they are, that is; and not half so bad as we make them 
out when the fight is frankly begun. The Spring of presidential year is 
no time for cruel animosities. Would that the influences of that sweet and 
holy season could spread over the twelve months of every year! 


* 
* * 


We are afraid that the wish is futile. Already the tradition of this 
happy hiatus in the stern record of political warfare is rudely violated. 
The sympathetic influences of the genial Springtime seem this year to 
make small impression upon the minds of our public men. The spirit of 
combat appears to have seized upon them; and they lay about them, 
regardless of whom they may hit, or of what may be the results of the 


hitting. This sort of thing, at this juncture, is wholly unprecedented; 
and what may be the outcome of it is past our imagining. 
* 
* * 


Here is one quiet, conventional, stubborn and stubby representative 
of the town of Indianapolis, Mr. Benjamin Harrison, by the grace of Dud- 
ley, President of the United States, in the month of April, which comes two 
months before a ational convention, calmly defying the boss of New York 
State, and taking his spoils from him in the presence of the multitude. 
What does it mean? We know that Mr. Harrison is great in the work of the 
Sunday School, and that he preaches t6 his scholars the beautiful doctrine 
of Christian charity, and urges its cultivation among all classes and condi- 
tions of men. But surely it is impossible that his admiration for the abstract 
principle can blind him to the fact that its concrete application to the case 
of Mr. Thomas C. Platt is singularly defective; and that whatever man 
of the sons of men may be moved by scriptural precept to turn the other 
cheek, that man is not Mr. Platt. Shall not the knife of the Platt dig deep 
into the intestines of the Harrison, when cometh the merry polling-time, 
if so be that this insult is not atoned for, and wiped out of memory with a 
gift of new spoils, and with a great patronage, as in the days aforetime? 
Or who owns New York, anyhow? 


* 
+ * 


And here, behold! is more discord and wrath, and contumelious 
wrangling. For Theodore of the Roosevelts has arisen in all his Dutch 
cussedness, and no man may know what is meant of his assumption of 
the character of a personal devil. For there is no accounting for Theo- 
dore Roosevelt. He is the most extraordinary product of the Republican 
party of our day. He is as honest and patriotic and upright as — well, as 
Matthew Stanley Quay 7s ’¢—-and he is a most excellent and commend- 
able fighter. And yet he delights to ‘« devil” for the Republican party as 
no son of Belial in its ranks ever deviled for it before. He took upon 
himself the responsibility for the most desperate bluff at supremacy which 
the Republicans of New York ever dared to make —a false attack on the 
well-entrenched power of Tammany, that served only to bring his allies to 
absolute destruction; to make Independent-Democracy an impossibility for 
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years to come, and to settle Tammany in control, as a comfortable mo- 
nopoly, in a position to make deals with the Republican party without fear 


of competition. 
* 
* * 


And here is this same Theodore Roosevelt rising up, in his capacity 
of Civil Service Commissioner, and informing Mr. Harrison and the world 
at large, that he is going to see, this year, that the employees of the 
government are not taxed for the campaign funds of the Republican party ! 
What does this mean? +‘ Sassing” Tom Platt is nothing to this. There 
is a good deal of the sneak in Platt — the bullying, cynical sneak; but it 
is sneak stock at best —and he has never run up against a man who had 
the courage or the confidence or the convictions to try conclusions with 
him and to fight him to the bitter end. It is plucky of Mr. Harrison to 
tackle Platt; but putting an honest Indianapolis hoof on Mr. Platt’s 
private pasture-land is no such serious matter as walking off with the crib 
at which the Republican horse has been fed these many years. For there 
were days when the Republican party was strong with the people because 
of its principles; but those days are no more: and in these days that 
are, what is the Republican party without money? What is it without 
the money that it can raise, by the understood, unspoken threat of dis- 
missal, from the men whom it has provided with office ? It has, of course, 
the millionaire beneficiaries of its tariff-policy to look to. But they — even 
they — know two things now, that they did not know in the last campaign: 
they know that the days of their levying tribute on the tax-payer are well- 
nigh at an end; and they know that after this session of a Democratic 
Congress, it will be impossible to convince the people that the Democratic 
party is infected with revolutionary ideas, or is inclined to make sudden 
changes in the policy of the Government such as might work injury to 
established business interests. And so, what is to become of the Republican 
party in this campaign if Mr. Roosevelt carries out his programme ? 

* 





* * 

He can carry it out —if he can pull hardest at his end of the string 
that ties him to the Republican party; or if he can —and will — cut that 
string in two with the tough blade of his Dutch cussedness and independ- 
ence. Perhaps that would be the best thing for him to do. A Dutchman 
can be a Democrat much easier than he can be a Republican. 





CAUTION.  . 
Mc TurF (at the side door, Sunday morning).— Naw; yez can’t 
come in! 
DRYMANN.— Now, see here; do I look like a detective? 
Mc Turr.— Naw; yez don’t. But if yez did, it’s the mighty poor 
detective yez would be, givin’ yure looks away ! 


THE POINT of honor seems to be rather the pen’s point than the 
sword’s point nowadays. 
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THE POINT OF VIEW. 


PATIENT. — The examination seems to have delighted you, 
Doctor. I judge from your happy countenance that vou can 
save my life. 

Dr. SAWBONES.— I[ can not promise you that; but we must 
perform a number of most interesting operations on you. 
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“ COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO!” 


’'VE BEEN down to the city fer a visit with my son; 
He’s into bizness fer himself an’ gittin’ rich like fun. 
He’s got the blamedest schemes I ever see fer coinin’ cash, 
An’ yet, some day, he says, he may be busted all to smash. 
I like to visit with ’em, but they stay up half the night, 
An’ in the mornin’ lie abed long after it is light; 
But when I’m there it ’s hard to tell when daybreak comes, you know, 
Fer, listen fer a month, you ’d never hear a rooster crow. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 
The bramer with his loud, shrill voice, the dominecker, too; 
The little banty tenor an’ the shanghai fierce an’ slow — 
1 can tell the mornin’’s comin’ when I hear the roosters crow. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 








1 ’d hate to have to live in town an’ stay there all 
the while, 
An’ hardly ever see a thing but jest mile after mile 
\. Of brick an’ stone, an’ narrer streets, an’ people 
night an’ day 
All actin’ like they ’re crazy an’ a pushin’ ever’ 
way. oa 
It’s well enough to visit there a little while, 
an’ then ; 
I’m allers mighty anxious fer to git back home a 
again ¥ 
Where ever’body takes their time to talk an’ 
laff an’ grow 
An’ eat their meals an’ sleep an’ wake an’ hear 


the roosters crow. DUST AND DICTION. 














Cock-a-doodle-doo ! Cock-a-doodle-doo ! BRIDGET (xew acquisition in a Boston household).— Does 
The bramer with his loud, shrill voice, the dominecker, too; due teed Genk tn be dented, Dhan? 
The little banty tenor an’ the shanghai fierce an’ slow — Mrs. EMERSON. —Inanimate objects can not want any- 
I can tell the mornin’ ’s comin’ when I hear the roosters crow. thing, Bridget; but / wish the mantel dusted. Pray, be careful 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! of the vahses. 


I like to have a lot o’ room where I can stir about 


Permiscous like. I hate to be ferever lookin’ out. SAFE ALL AROUND. 

But when you ’re in the city streets the people is so thick TEACHER.— Tommy, you know what I told you yesterday, that if 
A man can’t hardly spit ’ithout some one ’ill up an’ kick. you did n’t run right home and tell your mother you had played 
But out here in the country we can freely knock truant last week, I would give you a good whipping. 


around, 
With lots an’ lots of air an’ sun an’ sky an’ 
trees an’ ground; <I" 
An’ when the shadders come at night 
an’ work is done, we go 
To bed an’ soundly sleep until we 
hear the roosters crow. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo ! — Cock-a- 
doodle-doo ! 
The bramer with his loud, shrill 
voice, the dominecker, too; 
The little banty tenor an’ the 
shanghai fierce an’ slow — 
I can tell the mornin’ ’s comin’ 
when I hear the roosters crow. 
Cock-a-doodle-doo / 


TOMMY.— Yes ’m; an’ I told her. 

TEACHER.— What did she say? 
Tommy.— She said if I had n’t told 

her she would have licked me, too. 








A STERN TEST. 
Mrs. FEATHERS.—You think 
I paid too high for that bonnet? 
Why, it’s worth every cent of 
thirty dollars! 
FEATHERS.— Humph! Take 
it to a pawnbroker’s, and see. 


A NEW HAWKSHAW. 

FIRST DETECTIVE.— How did 
you discover that English de- 
faulter’s identity ? 

SECOND DETECTIVE. —I got 
off a pun and he was the only 
man in the crowd who laughed 
at it. 


The robin’s song is awful nice 
when first it tries to sing 

Along with blue-birds an’ the rest 
about the comin’ Spring; j 

An’ thrushes, too, are hard to beat 
— I like to hear ’em trill, 

An’ nothin’ could be sweeter than 
the sorry whip-poor-will. 

But I believe that, after all, among 
the feathered host, 

The voice, if stilled ferever, I should 
really miss the most 

Is jest the common barn-yard fowl’s 
—some folks ’Il laff, I know — 

But, anyhow, it pleases me to hear 
the roosters crow. 

Cock-a-doodie-doo! Cock-a-doodle- 
doo / 

The bramer with his loud, shrill voice, 
ie deninetine. tens over the financial news; ‘‘ but what 

The little banty tenor an’ the shanghai are you going to do if you have no 
calle circulation?” 

[can tell the mornin’ ’s comin’ when | ADDING INSULT TO INJURY. 
hear the roosters crow. Miss HATTIE GAINSBOROUGH (after the curtain went . ‘THOSE WHO dance must pay the 

Cock-a-doodle-doo ! down). — Why, were you sitting right behind us all the fiddler — very often, also, those 
Nixon Waterman. afternoon, Mr. Short? How did you like the play? who sit the dances out. 


LOVE MAKES the world go 
round, so that we may have 
evenings to ‘* spoon” in. 


BULK Is not always size. ‘ His 

daughter’s hand” is a small 

thing to look at, but a big thing to 
ask for. 


‘« THERE MAY BE plenty of money 
in circulation,” said the coun- 
try editor, pensively, as he looked 





A Story 


oa ny Ta 








Copyright, 1892, by Keppler & Schwarzmann.— All rights reserved. 


PROLOGUE. 
(Because You Can’t Begin a Story tu Philadelphia.) 


T SEEMS quite natural that the houses in Philadelphia should grow 

backward; yet a real Philadelphia house is always a surprise to the 
stranger. From the sidewalk you see what looks like a compressed 
mausoleum. You enter, wondering if there is going to be room for you 
and the one tier of defunct. Behold! that house spreads out into the 
silent hollow of the *‘square”; back-extension after back-extension, in holy 
privacy, in a dim and chastened respectability, you see a Philadelphia 
HOME expand itself. 

For many, many years there came forth daily from the door of such 
a house as this, a gentleman who was at first Oldish, then Old, then Very 
Old, indeed. He was thin and tall; he wore his old-fashioned beaver 
hat on one side of his gaunt, old-fashioned head; his clothes had been 
dandified once, when dandies wore stocks and tied their collars behind. 
He wore them still so jauntily as to make you think you were wrong in 
your reckoning —if the disloyal clothes had n’t gone threadbare and shiny. 

A fragile, faded, prettyish, middle-aged wife said good-by to the Oldish 
man at the white door-step as he went forth, leaning on the arm of a thin, 
serious-looking young man; a fragile, fading, pretty young wife bade the 
Old man good-by at the same door-step as he went forth on the arm of 
the same young man, not quite so young now. When he was a Very Old 
man, neither wife bade him good-by, but a little yellow-haired boy walked 
on the other side of the Very Old man, while his right arm was supported 
by the young man, who was only young now by comparison. 

He always walked as jauntily as each new year would let him, down 
the sunny side of Chestnut Street. All the old merchants knew him; all 
the solid, comfortable-looking old Friends nodded to him in a half-pitying, 
half-admiring way. If you asked one of them who he was, you would get 
this answer: 

‘¢Col. Brown, sir; Col. Orlando Brown — remarkable man, sir — 
great inventor — greatest mining expert in the country — made half a 

dozen fortunes — not worth a soumarkee — not worth a 

soumarkee, sir — too wild, sir — fanciful — excitable.” 

Here the Philadelphia merchant would tap his head. 

‘¢ New York man originally.” And eve the Phila- 
delphia merchant would shake his head. 

But the Colonel cared neither for their admi- 
ration or their pity; he set his hat further on one 
side, pulled his stock up over his collar, then pulled 
his collar up over his stock, ran his hand through his 
fine whiskers, and swaggered on his way to look at 
the mining-stock-list. 

In New York, the Colonel would have been 
neither quite so much of a wonder, nor quite so 
much of an impracticable. He was only one of the 

- many geniuses with whom the times can not readily 
keep abreast. He would spend years in devising 
new systems of milling and smelting ores — splendid 
systems — only, as they were about ten years ahead 
of the needs of civilization, civilization could make 
no use of them. Consequently, the Colonel h-3 to 
be ‘temporarily accommodated” until civilization 
caught up with him. When she did, the Colonel drew 
his pay, and promptly sunk it in getting up new and 
still more advanced systems which the world could not 

possibly use for a decade at the least. Meanwhile the 
Colonel’s collars got frayed and his wives wore out. 

He was like a swimmer who dives for the great seventh 
billow just as the fourth or fifth is rising, and comes up where he should 
-have gone down. Thus he succeeded in keeping out of tune with the 
resistless surf of progress. 

The Colonel died at last in the trough of the sea. When he died, he 
‘owned nothing but the roof that sheltered him and the patents that had 
ruined and should have enriched him. 











Paul was the name of the curly-headed boy. Ernest was the name ot 
the thin young man who had grown old holding up his father’s arms. 
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All his days, from the day he left the University of Pennsylvania to the 
day he left this world, his prime function in life was that of a calculating 
machine for the Brown patents. 

It was he who had figured into practical usefulness the creations of 
his father’s mechanical genius, balancing economies of power and speed 
and efficiency, one against the other. Outside of this he lived solely for 
hygienic reasons. 

The Colonel was dead, but the patents were alive. 

. Ernest rented the most of the old house to a boarding-house keeper, 
and went to live with Paul in the last of the back-extensions, where they 
had a gloomy workshop on the first floor. Three times a day they issued 
therefrom to take their meals at the boarding-house table, where scrapple 
set the key of greasiness at breakfast, well sustained at dinner, and ending 
in a delicate diminuendo with the doughnuts at supper. 

They had also retained the little stable at the rear, and here they kept 
two saddle-horses which it was Paul’s duty to care for, and on which they 
took, morning and evening, a silent, sanitary ride —for the air made 
Ernest cough. They had no friends and they went nowhere, save that 
they took tea every Sunday evening at their Aunt Chambray’s, an elderly 
lady of Huguenot extraction, who kept a rapidly decaying boarding and 
day school for young ladies, that had once been fashionable. It was a 
solemn function, held in the second story front drawing-room. When 
anybody opened a door downstairs, a draught came up bearing a smell — 
or smells — from the school-room downstairs —a smell of ink, a smell of 
slates, a smell of luncheon boxes and the chicken-coopy flavor of small 
children that you can not get out of a school-room. There were thin bread- 
and-butter and macaroons and tea. There was Aunt Chambray, there 
were Cousins Zénobie, Zaire and Palmyre, thin, elegant, aristocratic and 
Roman-nosed; there was also a little third or fourth cousin, Adéle, who 
taught for her board, and who led a 
sad sort of life in the Chambray 
household, perhaps because 
she was plump and pretty 
and sweet-voiced, and be- 
cause the way she went on 
with Paul was simply scan- 
dalous. 








This was Paul Brown’s 
life. Through their long 
working hours Ernest taught 
him all he had learned at col- 
lege, and: the whole science 
and mystery of the Brown 
patents. Paul sometimes 
looked from his bed-room 
window and wondered if the 
stars in their courses went about 
with tables of logarithms in their hands. 

But the day came when the calculations of Ernest Brown, of infallible 
Science and of irresistible Nature, all worked themselves out together. 
Three things happened: 

First, the great Brown process was perfected just as a vast new market 
rose clamoring for it. The Brown boys sold out to a New York syndicate 
and were rich. 

Second, Ernest, having put his whole constitution into the Brown 
patents, lay down and calmly and placidly died. 

Third, before his death he said to Paul, who was sitting by his bedside: 

‘¢ Really, Paul, it is of extremely little consequence. Of course I am 
dying just as I have the means to indulge my tastes. But, do you know, 
it has lately occurred to me, on reflection, that I ave no tastes. I think 
I have been in error in not cultivating some. Have you any tastes, Paul?” 

Paul thought for a little while, then he said: 

«‘] think I have a taste for Adéle.” 

The dying man looked mildly surprised. He pondered for a while. 

‘¢] think I should cultivate it,” he said. 

Then he turned his face to the wall. 

In the Spring, Paul married Adéle. 


CHAPTER I. 

Their honey-moon was a distinct failure. What could you expect of 
two young people who had hardly stirred, their lives long, out of two dull, 
dismal old Philadelphia houses, looking out on a crossing of alleyways for 
their whole world? They went, poor lambs, in their simple ignorance, to 
Long Branch, where the Hebrew hosts frightened them; to Niagara Falls, 
where they ran into an excursion of a Western Editorial Association; and to 
Saratoga, where they felt as if even Divine Providence had forgotten them. 
They had not the first idea of ‘traveling; they missed connections; they 
scattered their baggage all along their line; they got the wrong tickets; 
and, being the most fully developed specimen of bridal couple that had 
appeared for some years, they afforded unbounded amusement and great 
pecuniary profit to countless train-hands, porters, waiters, bell-boys, chamber- 
maids and hack-drivers, for the space of two weeks. Then they reached 
New York, went to the Fifth Avenue Hotel, and lay awake all night long 
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wondering when the rest of the town was going to bed. 
Paul said: 

«¢I] am going down to see Mr. Grinridge.” 

«¢Oh, do!” said Adéle; ‘¢and do tell how much 1’ll thank him if he ’Il 
only tell us what to do and where to go! I really can’t stand this another 
week longer. If we don’t settle down somewhere —1’d—I’d rather go 
back to Philadelphia. And you know we said we ’d never do that.” 

«¢No,” said Paul, resolutely; ‘‘ we won’t go back to Philadelphia!” 
And he buttoned his coat up tight, kissed his little wife as she lay in the 
big hotel bed, nursing a nervous headache, and strode off to find Mr. 
Grinridge. 

Mr. Grinridge had been the Syndicate’s lawyer, and was now Paul’s. 
He had conducted the negotiations with Ernest and Paul, and had once or 
twice taken Paul to lunch at the Savarin. And Mr. Grinridge was the only 
man in the great big world whom this poor child of a Philadelphia back- 
extension could call so much as an acquaintance. 

Mr. Grinridge was a large, rosy, handsome, well-fed old gentleman, 
with beautiful curly gray hair and bright boyish eyes. 

«« Ah, I see,” he said. ‘* You have no friends in Philadelphia and 
you have relatives. No wonder you don’t want to go back. H’m! let’s 
see; how would New York suit you to live in?” 

‘¢Is n’t it rather — noisy?” inquired Paul, dubiously. 

«¢Oh, it strikes you so at first,” said Mr. Grinridge; ‘*but you soon 
get used to that. Besides, you know, you can get a quiet little flat.” 

Paul brightened up. He said he thought that sounded nice. So 
Mr. Grinridge sent a clerk with him to half a dozen agencies, where he 
amassed various slips of paper torn from stub-books. When he had quite 
a handful of these, he went back to Adéle. 


In the morning 


Three days later a yellow-haired young man, with a haggard face and 
a dazed look in his eyes, walked into Mr. Grinridge’s office. 

‘¢ Well, have you found your flat?” said Mr. Grinridge. 

‘¢] ’ve found about all the flats in creation,” said Paul Brown. ‘One 
more flat will drive me crazy!” 

«¢Why, what’s the matter?” asked Mr. Grinridge. 

‘¢ Matter!” said Paul; ‘‘ why, it’s a nightmare. We’ve seen about 
half the flats in New York. We’ve done nothing but go up and down 
elevators and flights of stairs. We’ve seen every kind of a flat, I believe, 
that ever was invented. We’ve seen flats with kitchens in the front, and 
flats where you sleep in the dining-room and eat in the bedrooms. We ’ve 
seen flats that you could n’t turn round in, and flats as big as all outdoors. 
And the more we ’ve seen of the whole flat business, the more certain we 
are that we don’t want to have anything to do with it. We’d rather go 
and live in a cage with the animals up in Central Park.” 

Mr. Grinridge laughed with twinkling eyes. 

“<I see, I see,” he said; ‘‘ you are not quite up to New York pitch 
yet. Well, what do you say to a nice little suburban cottage? There are 
plenty of places convenient to the city on Long Island, up the Hudson and 
over in Jersey, You can come in and go to the theatre when you want to, 
or you can stay at home and be quite quiet and Philadelphian. Why, now 
that I ’ve grown old, I ’ve come to that sort of thing myself. I ’ve settled 
down in just such a little hole in the ground. Now, there’s Pelham and 
Mt. Vernon and Yonkers and Hastings and Morristown and Englewood 
and Plainfield — what ’s the matter with one of those places?” 

‘« What ’s the matter with the place where you are?” demanded Paul. 

Mr. Grinridge laughed again. ; 

‘‘Nothing that I know of,” said he. If you and Mrs. Brown will 
lunch with me to-morrow, we ’Il 
run out early and take a 9 7 
look at it. I know of one 
house that ought to 
suit you.” 

They did lunch 
with Mr. Grinridge 
the next day. It 
was a delightful 
little luncheon, and 
Mr. Grinridge was 
so charmed with 
young Mrs. Brown 
that he could hard- 
ly tear himself away 
from the table in time 
to catch the early train. 
But they did catch it; and 
very soon they were rolling through that great broad sea of marsh which 
the Jersey folk call the «‘medders.” Then they came to a land of low, 
rolling hills and undulating green fields, with patches of woodland here 
and there, and the whole landscape peppered with little houses, many of 
them very bright and new-looking. Little towns were strung all along 
the railroad like beads on a string, and they had come to one of the pret- 
tiest of these, which peeped out of a nest of young green trees, when Mr. 





Grinridge said: «* Here we are.” 


Mr. Grinridge’s surrey was waiting at the station. It whirled them 


through a cluster of comfortable, old-fashioned houses with first stories of 
whitewashed stone; and then up into the new part of the town, where the 
houses were of wood, and quite clearly new — although they all tried very 
hard to look a great deal more antique than the real old ones. Suddenly 
they turned into a broad cheerful street with great trees along the edge of 
the roadway, and with a row of low, spreading, sloping-roofed cottages on 
each side. Every house stood in a broad generous patch of lawn or 
garden. At the further end of the street stood an old white church with 
a great pillared portico in front. 

‘««Oh!” cried Adéle, in a tone that settled it. 

‘¢ Rather nice, is n’t it?” said Mr. Grinridge; ‘‘ that’s my house up 
next to the church, and here’s yours down here — that is, if you like it.” 

The June roses were blooming in the front yard, the gravel walks 
were as neat as a new pin. Ampelopsis climbed over half the house, and 
there were scarlet-runners on the sunny side. Of course they liked it. 

‘¢It was built for the owner,” said Mr. Grinridge, ‘¢ but he has never 
occupied it. I believe he’s decided to 
settle in California. So nobody ’s ever 
lived in the house except the caretaker, 
although it’s been built three years. By 
the way, she’s a very excellent and 
capable old woman. She put out all 
those flowers and things. The place 
was as bare as the back of my hand 
when she took hold of it. I should think 
she might be able to ‘do’ for you till 
you got settled. Her name is Mrs. 
Wimple.” 








CHAPTER II. 

The house was as delightful inside as out. Mrs. Wimple was a 
cheery, motherly old soul who could do everything that any mortal woman 
ever did, and who asked for no greater joy than to take a stray young 
married couple — or, for the matter of that, a dozen stray young married 
couples — under her protecting wings and *‘do” for them with maternal 
solicitude; the terms and everything else were satisfactory, and so there 
was nothing for the two young Browns to do but to furnish their new home 
and go to housekeeping. 

Now this is, or ought to be, the most delightful of occupations for a 
young married couple. I have always been sorry for Adam and Eve that 
in their first happy innocence they started life in a ready furnished estab- 
lishment. I suppose they had some fun naming the animals; but it was 
a poor substitute for the happiness of buying your own furniture. 

But I am sorry to say the two young Browns did not enjoy this happi- 
ness any more than our first parents did, for a similar reason—they did 
not know enough. Home is an acquired taste. If you once acquire it, 
you will never want to do without it. But if you never have acquired it — 
if you have never known what it is to have a Home — why, then, the 
furnishing forth of your new house means no more to you than the obli: 
gatory purchase of so many tables and chairs, and pots and pans; and 
you put no more sentiment into it than you do into buying a ton of hard 
coal or a pair of suspenders — and you lose one of the sweetest delights 
of human life. 

That was the case of the young Browns. 

It was tables and chairs to them, pots and pans; nothing more, 
nothing less. They bought a lot of very pretty things, and they put them 
around the house in perfectly proper places; but it never once occurred 
to them that there was any funin it- Mrs. Wimple enjoyed it. She shoved 
the new furniture all about, and tried each thing in a dozen different 
spots; but no matter where she put it, the Browns were equally satisfied. 
They always said it would ‘‘do;” and, after a while, Mrs. Wimple gave 
it up asa bad job. She could n’t get these young people interested in 
their home; and so she went off to her kitchen and did such wonders in 
the way of cookery that day after day slipped by and they never thought 
of going into the city and yetting a stock of servants to supplant her. Why 
should they? Mrs. Wimple, all by herself, could have supplanted any 
stock of servants that was ever got together. 

And yet, in spite of Mrs. Wimple and their lesser advantages, such 
as health and wealth, and youth and love, and a pretty house and pretty 
things about them, and days of perfect Summer weather in that sweet and 
gracious hillside country, something of the dull disappointment of their 
honey-moon lingered about the life of these new-wed Browns. 

For one thing, they were lonely —though they did n’t know it. 
Strange as it may seem, their neighbors in the pretty little town followed 
a curious suburban fashion, and fled, at the approach of Summer, to 
noisy, crowded, comfortless hotels in what they called the ‘‘ real country ” 
— which is really the Country of Canned Vegetables. When the flowers 
in their gardens had given over blooming, they would come back; but just 
at present they were scattered over the face of the earth. And so nobody 
came to call on the new residents. Even Mr. Grinridge spent most of his 
time at Manhattan Beach. 

But it was more than mere loneliness that troubled them. They 
had n’t the first idea, either of them, what to do with their lives. Paul 
began to understand, vaguely, what Ernest had meant by speaking of the 
necessity of cultivating tastes. He certainly was better off than Ernest 
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had been, in that he had a taste for Adéle; but that taste appeared to be 
cultivated to its fullest extent, and still he seemed to have a good deal of 
time on his hands. And Adéle was in exactly the same plight. She 
loved Paul with her whole heart; but, as time passed on, she became more 
and more conscious of some facts that she had often taught the children 
at Madame Chambray’s, without thinking much of their significance, 
namely — that there were sixty minutes in an hour and twenty-four hours 
in a day. 

At last they got to talking frankly about it. They made up their 
minds that they needed occupation; but what occupation? Traveling? 
No; they were quite agreed that they never wanted to see a hotel again. 
Gardening? Botanizing? Music? Painting? Improvement of the Mind? 
They could n’t find that they had the faintest glimmer of taste for any one 
of these things. Finally they hit upon Reading —and the idea came to 
them with all the force of an original discovery. 

Now, you must remember that these two young people had been 
brought up in the gloomy hollows of two highly respectable Philadelphia 
‘‘ Squares”; that their young lives had been all work and no play, and 
that they knew about 
as much of books as 
they did of balloons. 
Of course, Adéle had 
read such fiction as 
Aunt Chambray had 
thought suitable for 
a young lady in her 
position, which was 
mostly of a religious 
but depressing cast; 
and Ernest, in the 
exercise of his edu- 
cational duties, had 
put Paul through Shakspere, Scott, Dickens and Thackeray, just as he 
had put him through Euclid and Algebra. But, as he had selected 
Paul’s eleventh year for this course in English literature, Paul may be 
said to have bolted his literary diet without absorbing much of its vital 
essence. As to a modern novel, neither of them knew what it was. So, 
when they thought about it, it became quite clear to their minds that 
they ought to get their literature up to date. 

They did it, and the way they did it was this: Paul went to New York, 
to the book-stand in the ferry-house, and bought all the latest novels, on 
the recommendation of the newsdealer. They were mostly in blue and 
yellow paper covers, and cost from twenty-five to seventy-five cents a-piece, 
though several of them had board covers and cost a dollar. Paul bought 
something like seven dozen of these gems of literature, and the book- 
stand man looked dazed for the rest of the day. 

Later on, it was Paul and Adéle who looked dazed. They spent 
their unoccupied time — which is to say, all the time when they were 
not eating or sleeping —in reading those books. Paul read them aloud 
and Adéle listened. The books lasted two weeks. They were two weeks 
of murder, suicide, assassination, burglary, arson, tiger-killing, lion- 
hunting, elephant-shooting, carnage, bloodshed, torture, embezzlement, 
heroism, sacrifice, agony, devotion, death, disease, mutilation, misery, vice, 
crime, love, glory, and everything else that goes to spice twenty-five-cent 
literature. 

‘«My Gracious!” said Adéle, when the last book, a bright pink one, 
had reeled to a gory close. ‘‘And we thought life was stupid!” 





Of course they did n’t believe it all; for it was too good to be true. 
But then, if you only believed the smallest part of it, what a world of 
sport and adventure, of fire and life it was, to charm these two chil- 
dren of Philadelphian respectability! And there certainly was some basis 
for it all. 

In a spirit of scientific inquiry, Paul got hold of some New York 
papers — he had never read anything but Philadelphia journals before — 
and he caught a glimpse of life’s liveliness that fairly astonished him. 

‘«“Why.” he said to Adéle, ‘the simple fact is, it’s all there; but 
we are not in it.” 

How to get in it?) That was the question. Here, just outside their 
very gate, was a great world of action and event going on its entertaining 
way, while their life was as humdrum as an unbroken routine could make it. 
To-day Mrs. Wimple gave them wheat-cakes for breakfast. To-morrow 





she gave them oat-meal. Both were excellent; and they had plenty of 
cream; but sometimes they thought they would have liked a little cold 
poison for a change. 

They thought about it and they talked about it in the drowsy Summer 
afternoons and in the wakeful Summer evenings when you cou/d n’t feel 
like going to sleep any more than the. nameless insects that sawed and filed 
and buzzed and chirped in the dark depths of the foliage. And by-and-by 
the Plan was born. 

‘‘Why,” said Paul, as he stalked up and down the dainty little 
sitting-room, his hands in his pockets and a scowl on his brow, ‘‘ why does 
nothing ever happen to us? Because we ’re not where anything happens. 
We ’re not among the kind of people things happen to. We aren’t 
acquainted with anybody, for the matter of that; but we never should get 
to know that sort of people, any way. Fancy Mr. Grinridge saying, ‘Allow 
me to introduce you to my friend, Mr. Smith, who killed ninety-seven 
Zulus in one morning;’ or, ‘ This is Mr. Jones, the celebrated duelist and 
murderer.’ I tell you, Adéle, we ’re not in the right society for adven- 
ture.” 

‘«¢ But how are we to get into it, Paul, dear?” asked Adéle piteously. 

‘s We ’ve got to go after it,” said Paul. ‘‘ These people are n’t com- 
ing to us. They must find us as stupid as we find ourselves.” He picked 
up the morning paper. ‘Look here! ‘A Drummer Elopes with an 
Heiress,’ ‘A Peddler Saves Three Children from Drowning,’ ‘ Narrow 
Escape of a Lightning-rod Agent,’ ‘A Stage-Driver Kills a Robber,’ 
‘Curious Adventure of a Commercial Traveler,’ ‘A Tramp’s Lucky Piece 
of Pie.’ There, those are the people who see life — the people who move 
around in the world and get among their fellow-men. Things happen to 
them.” 

‘«But, Paul,” objected Adéle, ‘‘we can’t be drummers and stage- 
drivers and tramps and all that. You would n’t like that sort of thing, I 
am sure.” 

‘¢What ’s the reason I can’t?” cried Paul. ‘*Why can’t I be a 
drummer ?” 

‘¢ Because you can’t drum,” said Adéle. 

«‘ That ’s it,” said Paul, excitedly. ‘* We live so much to ourselves 
that we don’t know even our fellow-men. Why, you poor, dear child, a 
drummer is a commercial traveler! He drums up trade, don’t you know?” 

«« But you have n’t any trade to drum up, dear,” said Adéle, dubiously. 

‘¢ That ’s just what ’s the matter!” said Paul. ‘* We’ve got a lot of 
money and an awfully respectable bringing-up, and a comfortable home 
and Mrs. Wimple and three meals a day, and nothing will ever happen to 
us till we die of dullness striking into a vital part. Now, suppose we had 
n’t got the money, and had to go out into the world. We might not have 
so good a time, all the time; but we ’d have more different kinds of times 
than we’re ever likely to have the way we ’re living now. And almost any 
different kind of a time would be a relief, would n’t it, dear?” 

‘«¢ Paul,” said Adéle, solemnly, laying down her embroidery pattern on 
which, for three weary weeks, she had tried to make herself believe she was 
working; ‘‘ yesterday, do you know, I nearly fell down the front steps; 
and I thought I was going to sprain my ankle, and when I| caught myself 
and did n’t fall, I was really — Paul, it sounds wicked — but I was really 
almost sorry. It would have been swch a change, don’t you understand?” 

‘‘I do,” said Paul. ‘Now, Adeéle, you listen to me!” 

And he sat down beside her and whispered in her ear. 


* * * * * 


One week after that day, Mrs. Wimple, com- 
ing downstairs in the morning, found on the kitchen 
table, two letters, one addressed to her and one to 
Mr. Grinridge. Her letter told her simply that her 
employers had gone away and would not return for 
a year. She was to care for the house in all respects 
as if they were there. Mr. Grinridge would furnish 
her with money for her wages and current expenses, 
upon receipt of the letter addressed to him. 

She went upstairs, and made the tour of all the 
rooms. Save for Mrs. Wimple, the house of the 
Browns was as empty and desolate as though it had 
never been the home of a happy young married 
couple. 

It was just six o’clock in the morning. Mrs. Wimple heard the up- 
train choo-choo-ing off into the distance. 

The Browns had run away. 





(To be continued.) 





A DEVILISH GOOD CHANCE. 
PECKHAM.— The Devil is an enigma to me. 
STICKNEY.—- How so? 

PECKHAM.—With such a bad name as he has 


why he did n’t get it changed. 


THE SWIFT AND THE SLOW. 


The grocer’s, the tailor’s, the milliner’s dun, 
And things that distress us, all come on a run; 
, While the gifts we ’re awaiting to add to our joy 
_and such a Legislature as the one just adjourned, Are ’most always brought by a messenger boy. 


THE PESSIMIST FINDS A REASON. 
‘Do you know you are ninety per cent. water?” 


‘“‘Humph! Am I? No wonder my name is mud,” 


‘© ECONOMY IS WEALTH ”— Provided you have 
NV. W, enough cash to economize on. 
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THEY WILL. 


«¢ And then,” said 
the teacher, ‘the evil 
spirit departed and en- 
tered into the swine.” 

‘¢ Pigs “Il eat ’most 
anything,” said John- 
ny. 





MEMORY. 


CASHIN. ~— I don’t 
know how it is, but I 
can always remember 
a face longer than a 
name. 

MALONE.—Ged! Then you never had a name indorsed on the back 
of your note! 


IDIOSYNCRASIES. 


Miss BIDDELIA BIDDLE.— It ’s strange that there is nothing broad 
about the Bostonians, except their accent. 

Miss IBSENFAD BACKBAY. — And nothing sharp about the Phila- 
delphians, except ‘heirs. 





COLD COMFORT. 
BANKRUPT’S WIFE.—AIl is not lost, dear; you have me left. 
BANKRUPT.— Of course; there is no danger of any of the liabilities 
getting away. 
A TEMPORARY INTERRUPTION. 


Two pairs of lips just meeting — 
A noise outside the door — 
Two persons quickly separate 
As they would meet no more. 
It proves to be a false alarm — 
Two persons as before 
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A DAY’S SPORT. 


STRANGER (in the far \West).— Where is your father, Bubby ? 
BuBBy.— Gone shooting. 

STRANGER.— Will he be away all day? 

BuBBy.— Well, that depends on whether th’ editor sees him comin’. 









EQUIVALENT. 

FLORENCE. —Is her 
husband a_ college 
graduate ? 

ALICE. — Not ex- 
actly; but he lived in 
Boston four years. 





SINE DIE. 


MIss SINGERLY.— 
You are not very fa- 
miliar with parliamen- 
tary rules, are you, 
Mr. Lingerly? 

Mr. LINGERLY.—Not remarkably; yet I know the common ones. 
MIss SINGERLY.— Do you know that one said always to be in order? 


TSN orbeT, 


A LONG SEASON. 
LANDLADY.— What do you think of this Spring chicken? 
STARBOARDER.—I think its Spring must have been as long as that 
of a Waterbury watch. 
A LITERAL FACT. 
Mrs. Loros.—TI think Mr. Gushly is a lovely man. He has been 
married fifteen years, and the other day 
he referred to his wife as an angel. 
Loros. — Of course she is; she 
died last Spring. 


ON THE CHICAGO LIMITED. 
‘«¢ Why have we slowed up?” 
‘¢ This is Philadelphia.” 


SEEKING A REMEDY. 
Mrs. PINKERLY. —I1 hear, Major 
Kingbean, that you are a great sufferer 
from indigestion. 
MAJOR KINGBEAN,—I am, Madam, 
Mrs. PINKERLY.— Are you 
doing any thing for it? 
MAJOR KINGBEAN. — | 
am, Madam. I am suing 
for a divorce. 





A BACHELOR’S OPINION. 


** Well, Mr. Oldbach,” said Mrs. Newma; 
‘*what do you think of our baby ?” 
Oh, he is delightful! So young-look- 


ing —like his mother,” said Mr, Oldbach. 


A DUTIFUL DAUGHTER. 


GRACE.— Is there anything I ought not to read in 
this book ? 

Mrs. KIPPER.— No, dear. 

GRACE.---- All right; then I won’t read it. 


MIGHT MAKE A MAN OF. HIM. 


WILLIE.— Well, aw, Miss Edge; I must be going 
to see my tailah. 
Miss EpGre.— Could n’t you manage to see nine 


of them, while you are about it? 


THOUGHT SHE OUGHT TO SING IT 
‘* What is the young woman playing?” 
‘* That ’s a song without words.” 


= ‘‘What’s the matter? Has she got a cold?” 


WE HAVE no antiquities in this country except our jokes. 


|v 1S amusing to watch a man working his head off to save money 
to buy a home, while another, who owns a home, is trying to sell 
it at a sacrifice in order to save money by boarding. 
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VIOLENT EARTHQUAKE IN THE FREE-SILVER REGION. 


J. Ottmann Lith.Co. puck unser. A SEASON OF SHOC 








UNITED STATES T 
PENSION 


OFFICE 





QW / 
Y yr 
E FOR THE LOUISIANA LOTTERY. ae (; <coel 
=e 


AKE-UP IN THE PENSION > at 





THE INVESTIGATION SH 


~ 


E —S% aR ‘ 
A <_ mes re) 
oo 2ageeeeeens = 


OCK IN Evropr. 


OF} SHOCKs. 


DULL, SICKENING THUDS IN THE POLITICAL FIELD. 








170 PUCK. 





! 
' 
~ 
< 
SG 
SK 
\ 
\ 





\ 
ESS. 
SSS 
SSS 
SSSSaszs_ 


SSS 


=~ 
SS 
SS 


SS 
SY 
SS SN 
WS 
WOns S 
~S 


S 


~ 


OF LYRICS. 
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ET ME sing in praise of lyrics, 
Of the little laughing lyrics, 
Which bring memories to me 
Of the aspen-leaves that quiver 
In the zephyrs by the river, 
And the murmur of the sea. 


Sonnet-forms are far too stately, 

And the ballade is too greatly 
Overburdened by its art. 

Triolets I read With pity 

For their authors; rondeaus, pretty 
Though they be, don’t touch my heart. 


So when poets strive and struggle 
With exotic forms to juggle, 
You will find me constant still 
To the little laughing lyrics, — 
Let all versical empirics 
Shrug their shoulders if they will ! 











Gilbert Burgess. 


A WOMAN'S TACT. A LOST SENSE. 
Mrs. McCoy.— How is yez feelin’ this mornin’ Mrs. Brady? 
Mrs. BRADY (who has met with an accident).—Wid me feet 
mostly, Mrs. McCoy. 


He got a message from his wife. 
It knocked him off his pins. 

With tears of joy he read these words: 
‘Instead of triplets, twins.” a ee 


semienmaeamenememeints FURTHER ANECDOTES OF FAMOUS GREEKS, 


Recently Discovered and Translated by 












al i ) POLYBIUS CRUSOE SMITH, A.M. 
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‘| 1 When Solon was asked what he thought of high-tariff legislation, 
: he said: 
f «It is eagles’ wings for the feet. of millionaires, but mill-stones for 


the necks of the poor.” 


When Xenophon asked of Socrates how he accounted for Xantippe’s 
nitric acid temper, he omitted for the once his well-known questioning 
method, and replied: 
‘*That woman thinks the Spring house-cleaning season lasts all 
through the year.” 


When Pittacus was asked who was the most beautiful woman in 
the world, he replied: 
«¢ The one who can keep her mouth closed the longest.” 


When Alexander the Great asked Diogenes the Cynic what 
favor he could do him, his reply was: 
‘¢ Drop my name from your subscription list.” 


When Chilo was saluted as *¢Colonel” by one who wished 
to ingratiate himself, his telling rebuke was: 
‘¢ Sir, | have never resided south of Mason and Dixon’s line.”’ 


When Pericles, after one of his famous triumphs, asked the 
wise Aspasia what he could get for her that she would prize most 
of all, her modest reply was: 

‘‘If I had that hundred and twenty-five dollar hat that I saw 
at the millinery opening, I should not be compelled to stay away 
from church on Easter Sunday.” 
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When Xerxes, having surrounded Leonidas and his three 
hundred Spartans at Thermopylez, sent a messenger to demand 

. their surrender, Leonidas made answer: 
‘¢Go, Slave! Tell your master that there is a mother-in-law 
for each member of this gallant band, and that we prefer to be 
slaughtered on the field of battle to being bossed to death at home.” 
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Edwin Henry Sibley. 


KIND. 





Hr (planning an elopement).— And at twelve you sneak quietly 
out of the house and meet me at the corner. I won't have a carriage, 
as we must be as economical as possible. 

SHE. Oh, I've made Papa promise to pay for the carriage, 


WOMAN HAS a pretty tough lot. She is n’t allowed to love but one 
man, and yet is expected to love a dozen children who drive that 


George ! man in desperation to his club. 











“Good heavens, Maggie! 


newspapers ? 
some time!” 


SHE COULD N’T DO IT. 
Miss MAJILTON. — Poor 
fellow! is there anything I 
can do for you? 
GILLY GOTLEFT.— Yes. 
MIss MAJILTON,—What? 
GILLY GOTLEFT. Tell 
the other girls you rejected 
me because I made fun of 
you. 


SCARED BY THE 
COOKING. 
When « Love flies out of 
the window,” it is usually out 
of the dining-room window. 





TRY IT AND SEE. 

A good way to rub a 
young man the wrong way is 
to perform a similar opera- 
tion on his new silk hat. 
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Don’t you Know 
any better than to burn up those last year’s 
I might need them to refer to, 
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FRIEND (deing shown over the house).—Jove! 
what ’s this ?— Junk shop ? 

Tue ‘“ M.-C.-H.” Crankx.— Just a few little 
odds and ends I’m keeping — they may be mighty 
useful, some time or other. 


“*MAY-COME-HANDY ” 


BWA 


Tue Vitvain.— Before I escape, I must get rid 
of this tell-tale knife; but how? Ah, I have it 
—I will throw it into the river! 

Tue “ M.-C.-H.”’ Cranx.— Hold on! Keep it — 
you may need it some time ! 


CRANK. 


\\ 


y 








Wirz.— There ’s a poor one-legged man at the 


something ? 


THe “M-C.-H.” Crank 
Here you are, my dear! I bought it at an auc- 


door who wants assistance; can’t we give him 


triumphantly ).— 


tion sale eight years ago —I knew it would come 


handy some time. 





FirEMAN.— Hurry up — you ain’t got time to 
save anything! 

Tue “ M.-C.-H.”’ Crank.-——Wait till I take the 
lock off this door —it’ll come handy when I 
build another house! 


FARCE COMEDY. 

N. THUSE. — Don’t you 
think that Cribsen really 
‘‘holds the mirror up to 
nature?” 

C. Ritic.—Yes; he does. 
One of those convex mirrors. 


FAST AND LOOSE — A 
Runaway Horse. 


LOVE Is blind; but the 
neighbors are not blind, 


THE SHERIFF would hate 
to be known by the 
company he keeps. 


THERE Is always room at 
the top in the first row 
in the orchestra. 








HONESTY APPRECIATED. 

RAILROAD PRESIDENT.—I have long observed your sterling integrity 
and your conscientious regard for truth; and I shall now advance you to 
an important post, in which we are obliged to trust entirely to a man’s 
honesty to place our funds where we want them instead of putting the 
money in his own pocket. 

CONSCIENTIOUS YOUTH.— You will find me trustworthy, sir. 
am I to do? 

RAILROAD PRESIDENT.— Take this bag of greenbacks to the State 
Capitol and buy votes. 


What 


REINFORCEMENTS REQUIRED. 
KIRBY STONE.— I won’t be home to dinner to-day, my 
dear. Job Lott has invited a dozen of us to a dis- 
charging bee at his house, to-night. 





Mrs. STONE.— Discharging bee? What ’s 
that? 
KIRBY STONE. — He wants to tell his 
servant-girl that she’s got to leave. 
ON THE RUN. 
Miss REDBUD. — My mother tells me, 


Colonel, that you are a great traveler. 

CoL. ALPENSTOCK. — Yes; Miss Redbud. 
Since the war I have done little else. 

Miss REDBUD (impressively ). —1 presume 
that was what started you off. 


SOCIETY’S 
TORTURES. 


A GOOD MANY people find it most convenient 
to remember that virtue is its own reward 


«« They come high, but : 
about the time the preacher’s salary falls due. 


we must have them.” 


WHEN A MAN notices an improvement in himself, he always feels that 
the world is growing better. 


[N ANCIENT Rome, two augurs could not meet each other without laugh- 
ing. But two bores could. 
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A SURE THING. 


Bos ‘TAYLOR.— 
racing? 

JACK POTTER.— Certainly! 

Bos TAYLOR.— Play the horses that I don’t. 


Do you want to know how to win at horse 











THE PHILOSOPHER PHILOSOPHIZES. 





THE PESSIMIST. 
ALWAYS PITY the pessimist ; 
His sadness makes me shiver, 
And always wish that I could give 
Him something for his liver. 


THE OPTIMIST. 
The optimist is one who thinks 
That all is for the best — 
And, thinking himself the best, cares not 
What ’s suffered by the rest. 





THE EPICUREAN. 
«¢ Be merry, eat and drink, my friends!” 
The epicurean cries; 
And stuffs and gorges until he 
Of indigestion dies. 


THE STOIC. 
The stoic cultivates a face : 
A yard in length at least, C 
And with a sad, dyspeptic look — 
Sits down at Pleasure’s feast. 





THE TRUE PHILOSOPHER. 
Of all the World’s philosophers, 
I hold that one the best 
Who simply presses the button 
And lets Luck do the rest. 





FEMALE CURIOSITY. 


One-half the world does n’t know how the other half lives; but the 
women are trying their best to remedy that. 


SOON WILL each champion pugilist 
Find it necessary 

To bounce his trainer and employ 
A private secretary. 
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A FRIGHTFUL ORDEAL. 


OFFICER.— Look here, young feller, you've been hangin’ 
round here fer over an hour and yez actions is suspicious-like. 

YOUNG MR. POPPER (who has been a father for just ten 
days).— That's all right. I’m waiting until there's no one in 
the store, so 's I can go in and buy a nursing bottle. 


PUCK. 





MODERN JOURNALISM. 
MANAGING EDITOR (fo REPORTER).— Are you engaged to be mar- 
ried, Mr. Scarehead? 
MR. SCAREHEAD.— Er — yes, sir; I— 
MANAGING EDITOR.— Kindly draw on the office for ten dollars, get 
married immediately, and let me have two columns on ‘ Married Life in a 
Great City,’ by twelve o’clock. And — er -—congratulations ! 


THE AMERICAN IDEA. 
FATHER.— Why have you dismissed George? 
DAUGHTER.— I have discovered that he waiks home to save car-fare. 
A man as economical as that would — would smoke a pipe. 





PERSONAL. 
GREEN Goops.—Will the Confidence Man who 
: noticed Young Man from South Hohokus, 
on the Bowery, wearing hayseeds in his hair, 
please grant interview, and appoint place of meet- 
ing. Confidences returned, if desired. 
GRIPSACK. 
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REPREHENSIBLE CARELESSNESS. 


MANAGER.— Mr. Cues, in your performance last night, after 
saying ‘‘ Ha! —I am foiled again!" you forgot to draw in your 
breath with a low, hissing sound; — don’t let it occur again; sir. 
— The traditions of the stage must not be violated in this theatre! 


A ONE-SIDED SUBSTITUTE. 
GABRIEL.— How ’s this? I hear that you neglected your work last 
night. 
RECORDING ANGEL.—Well, I can soon catch up. So far as the good 
deeds are concerned, it does n’t matter, and I can find all the sins of the 
world in the New York papers. 


THE OPTIMIST. 
JASPER.—I think that on the whole the world is growing better. 
RASPER.—Indeed! How long since your business began to improve? 


BETTER STILL. 
JinKs.—I ve just picked up a treasure, an autograph letter of Richard 
the Third, dated only three months before his death. 
SPINKS.— Humph! That ’s nothing. Gully has one dated three 
years after his death. 


WHEN A MAN has no petty vices, it is almost invariably the case that 
he has one or more very big ones. 
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sale s9 til 


APR TIE 


— 


$1.20 per 
year. 


10c. per 
copy: 


PUCK’S LIBRARY. 


58. Junk. Being Pucx’s Best Things About All Sorts And 
Conditions of Men. 

57. Cranks. About Peculiar People. 

56. Patchwork. About One Thing and Another. 

55. Young ’Umns. About The Kid in Various Stages of Devel- 
opment. 

54. Emeralds. About Sons of the Ould Sod. 

53. Tips. About Some Mighty Interesting Matters, 

52. Fresh. About The Unsalted Generation. 

51. Whiskers. About Our Country Cousins. 

50. Spooms. About Moony Mortals 

49. Fads and Fancies. About Various Vanities. 

48. Across the Ranch. About the World on Wheels. 

47. Here and There. About Happenings in Both Places. 

46. Togs. About Rags, Tags and Velvet Gowns. 

45. All in the Family. About Our Happy Households. 

44. Dollars and Cents. About the Scramble for Scads. 

43. Cold Days. About Chilly Chunks of Frosty Fate. 

42. Chow-Chow. About This and That. 

41, Just Landed. About Folks from Faraway. 

40. Dumb Critters. About The Humorous Side of Animal 





Life. 

39. Human Natur’. About That Curious Customer, Man. 

38. Bunco. About Crooks and Uprights. 

37. Kids. About The Junior Generation. 

36. Darktown Doings. About Afro (and other) -Americans. 

35. Profesh. About Intellectual Individuals and Their Idio- 
syncrasies. 

34. Ups and Downs. About Life, Luck and Lucre. 

33. Freaks. About Fantastic Folks and Fads. 

32. Job Lots. About Business Busts and Booms. 

31. Household Happenings. About the Fun and Fancy 
of Home Life. 

30. Fan at Zero. About Winter Sports. 

29. Round Town. About Those Who Go Up and Down in 
the Great Big Town. 

28. Snap-Shots. About Anything and Everything. 

27. All at Sea. About Fresh-Water Fairies and Sad Sea-Dogs. 

26. Fly-Time. About The Torrid Term. 

25. Out Doors, About Summer Sports. 

24. On the Road. About Travelers, Tourists and Their 
Tribulations. 

23. Best Girl. About Other Fellows’ Sisters. 

22. Show Business. About Artistes and Fakirs. 

21. Very Young Man. 

20. Hi’? Art. 

19. Chin. About Book-Agents, Barbers and Other Bores. 

18. Out West. About The Wild and Wooly Wilderness. 

17. Is py weer a Failure? 

16. The Smal! Boy. About The Ubiquitous Younger Brother. 

15. City Sketches. About the Merry Metropolis. 

14. Brudder Shinbones. About Our Colored Sassiety. 

13. Help. About The Great American Servant Girl. 


10 CTS. PER COPY. $1.20 PER YEAR. 


Lishig. COMPANY'S 


Extract of Beef. 


Do you want a cup cf 
BEEF TEA? See that it is 
made from the GENUINE. 
Incomparably the best. 
Pure, palatable,  refresh- 
ing. Dissolves clearly. 

See Baron Liebig's 














signature in blue 


on each label, thus: 
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OVERMAN WHEEL CoO. 


BOSTON. WASHINGTON. DENVER. SAN FRANCISCO. 
A. G. SPALDING & BROS., Special Agents, 
cHicaco. NEW YORK. PHILADELPHIA. 





MADE Nie We clean or dye 

e the most delicate 

shade or fabric. No ripping required. 

wana _ Repair to order. Write for terms. We pay expressage both 

“ys to any point in the U.S. McCEWEN’s STEAM DYE WORKS AND CLEAN- 
ING ESTABLISHMENT, NASHVILLE, Tenn. @@ Mention PUCK. 





For fifty years carriage makers 
have tried to invent a “short-turn” 
vehicle that would not be a “turn- 
under.” Success came 
with the invention of 


The 
Bartholomew 
Wagon. 


The Short-turn device 
and the other merits,of —-— 
which there are many, ~ 
are described in an 
illustrated catalogue, 
which, with address of 
local agent, will be 
Sent free to any one. 


! 
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CGULD N’T HEAR IT. 
HostEss.— Did you hear Wagner’s ‘‘ Lohen- 
grin” performed in Paris? 
RETURNED TouRIStT.— No. I was in London 
at the time, and the wind was blowing the wrong 
way.— New York Weekly. 


A POPULAR PRESCRIPTION. 
‘¢ Your wife must take more exercise.” 
‘‘But, Doctor, what can I do? She refuses to 
stir.” 
««Give her some money to go shopping with.” 
—Harper’s Bazar. 


‘¢ WE can not see ourselves as others see us,”’ 
said Henrietta, when George was trying to con- 
vince her of his good points. 

“No,” said he. ‘If we could, you would n’t 
do anything but look at yourself.” 

Then she was convinced of his good points. — 
Harpers Bazar. 

THE cyclone country is the place to look for real estate 


transfers.— Yonkers Statesman. 


Cook’s Extra Dry Imperial Champagne. 


This excellent sparkling wine has been before the public for 
nearly 40 years and it has been the aim of the American Wine 
Company to make it the best sparkling wine in the trade, there- 
fore nothing has been left undone in its production that science 


and modern improvemenis could suggest. The company have 
ample capital and are not compelled to put their wine on the 
market before it is matured. Their president, Mr. Douglas G. Cook, 
has been with the concern ever since its incipiency, and was 
specially educated for its management. The large sales annually, 
(millions of bottles,) and the increasing demand for their wine 
has made them largely augment their plant, which is evidence 
of its worth; and, lastly, its perfect purity “ needs no bush.’”’ To 
those who have not used it we asK a trial, feeling assured it will 
be found all that is claimed for it. 








SZGIGATR 
UNIVERSALLY SOLD 


— BY — 


All First-Class Dealers. 
Kerbs, Wertheim & Schiffer, N. Y., 


= MAKERS. - 
BICYCLES 


ON EASY-PAYMENT PLAN. 

All !eading standard makes. Old wheels taken in exchange. 
Catalogue, list of second-hand wheels, and easy terms of payment 
mailed free. Cushion and Pneumatic tires applied to old wheels 
at moderate cost. Two hundred 1891 red-cushion tire, Gents’ 
and Ladies’ Credendas, $90, reduced to $60. Address 


*440 













The Bartholomew Co., 
Cincinnati, O. 463 
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THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 





Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. ¥. 


SOHMER & CO. 


0, ILL., 236 State Street. 
AN FRANCISCO, CAL., 308 to 314 Post Street. 
KANSAS CITY, MO., 1123 Main Street. 





Per Case. 
Qts. = $2.50 
Pts. «= $3.25 








This Wine is Warranted Pure Juice of the Grape. 
ERNEST G. VILLERE, SoLe Acent, 


15 Carondelet Street, 
New Orleans, La. 


Torrey 
Razors 


—AND— 


Strops 


Highest in Quality. 
Known the world over as 
incomparably The Best. 
Some troubles are difficult 
PY to dodge. Shaving troub- 
les can always be avoided by the use of 
TORREY RAZORS and TORREY STROPS. 

Every Razor sold under a 
GUARANTEE to GIVE SATISFACTION. 
If the dealer will not supply you, DON’T take 
any other, but send for Catalogue, telling how to 
select, sharpen, and keep a Razor in order. 

J. R. TORREY RAZOR Co., 
P.O. Box 753 N. WORCESTER, MASS 


EsTaBtisHep 1867. 
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Correct Styles, 
Moderate Prices, 


tn conjunction with the 


Largest Stock, 


has made the name 


WOE, 

Ki Soule 
well and favorably known 
Srom Ocean to Ocean. 
Over 3,000 Patterns to choose. 

Suits to order from $20.00. 
Trousers to order from $5.00. 


Send for Samples. Garments expressed. 




















E- 
BSS... AA AA AAJ AAAI 


Guaranteed to contain mo rosin, or any injurious 
substances. Delicacy of Perfume unexcelled. Sole 
U.S. Agents. 


MULHENS & KROPFF, New York. ar 


EVERY sin that is not forsaken marries and raises a 
tamily.— Ram's Horn. 








MAVERICKS 


SHORT STORIES ROUNDED UP. 
In Paper, 50c, 208 pp. 16mo. In Boards, $1. 


Of all Booksellers. By Mail, from the Publishers, 
on receipt of price. Address: Puck, N. Y. 











A HINT FOR THE FLATTERER. 


‘¢ She rejected him, then?” 
ee ies,” 


AFamily Affair 





| 
Health for the Baby, | ; ; ; 
‘‘He used to praise her beauty in glowing 
if Pleasure for the Parents, | terms. I should think that would have made 
New Life for the Old Folks. 


her fall in love with him.” 
<< It made her fall in love with herself, and she 


* ! 
had n’t room for a thought about anybody else.” | 
| —The Press. | 


Gooa Cooki ng 


Root Beer | Is one of the chief blessings of every home. To always | 





*y 





— = | insure good custards, puddings, sauces, etc., use Gail 
THE GREAT Borden ‘‘ Eagle’ Brand Condensed Milk. Directions on 
the label. Sold by your grocer and druggist. 452 


. ’ 
is a family affair—a requisite TomMy’s TOILET, ; . 
of = oe i 7 = Tommy (inguiringly).— Mama, is this hair- 
= dlieeen  aaealedienten oil in this bottle? 


TEMPERANCE DRINK = ee — 





@ delicious, strengthening, ° 

effervescent beverage. | MamMa.—Mercy, no! That’s mucilage. 

Don't be deceived £f a, dealer, ue | Tommy (nonchalantly ).—1 guess that’s why 
e sake of iarger pro t, tells you ’ 

some other kind is * ‘just as good” I can’t get my hat off. 
—’tis false. No imitation is as good News. 

as the genuine HIRES’, 









OVER 70,000 SOLD. | 


Tue Paragon Pat. Foipinc Goin Purse. 


The most roomy and least bulky purse made. 
Ask your dealer for it, or I will send you sample at following prices, postpaid : 
Morocco. Cal eal, 





No. 5x holds $4.00 in silver............... $ .30 $ “50 $ .75 
a Ne  seeesecsnaiceen ae -75 1.00 
\ ee BE OO cv eniesinsceeores .50 -go 1.25 
is \ = : oop. © gage ST cassscesooseus 65 1.25 1.75 . 
mn 9 Dm " le = 
PAT. DEC. 30, ‘90 Patentee and Sole Man’f, James 8S, Topham. “waihaeston, Be. N. Ww. PAT, DEC. 30, '90 


Please mention PUCK. 


> Saas THE average small boy sows tears for his 
mother to reap with needle and thread while he 


is snugly tucked in bed.— Prison Mirror. 
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Covered wits a » Peaking and Soluble senetees 


— Street & Smith's Good | 










\ STANDING 


ON A 
} PAIR OF 
JACKS. 






Copyrighted. 


tH TRITON 


” == BRAND == 


PLAYING CARDS 


Forbeauty and quality unequalled. They are ‘‘SQUEEKZERS,”” 
have suberh finish, perfect slip, and are double enameled. 
The favorites in Parlor, Club and Camp. All Dealers have them. 
SAMPLE PACK matied on receipt of 25cts, 
Be sure you see the word TRI N_on the box and 
yrespper oF each pack. Our MASCOTTE BRAND 
isthe best Se, card made. Ask your dealer for them. 


N. Y. Consolidated Card Co., west 14th St., N.Y. 
“@MOKE TANSILL’S PUNCH Sc. CICAR. 
30 YEARS THE STANDARD. 3% 


‘CUBAN 3-inch, $10 thousand; 4-inch, $11; Perfecto, $15. 
{s Sample box, by mail, 35 cents. loo wanted. 
| CIGARS. J. AGUERO, 50 Fulton St., New York. 473° 











BEECHAM’S 
PILLS 


are a marvellous Antidote for 


WEAK STOMACH, 
SICK 
HEADACHE, 






| including Pedals. 


Bieyele Catalogue GINS 


\y az mayen a - stscs 
iS Send 6 cents in stamps for our 100-page illustrated cata- 
logue of Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Sporting Goods, etc. 


= LOVELL DIAMOND LOVELL DIAMOND CYCLES $ f h 
~~ For Ladies and Cents. Six styles \ 


| W, Wy in Pneumatic Cushion and Solid Tires. 
| AN WP A\\ . Diamond Frame, 
} i | Tubing, Adjustable Ball Bearings to all running parts, 


Steel Drop Forgings, Steel 
Suspension Saddle. 


| ACs; val Strictly HIGH GRADE in Every Particular. 
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Impaired Digestion, 
Constipation, Dis- + 
ordered Liver, etc. Pe | 

found also to be especially z | 


+ se 


efficacious and remedial by FEMALE SUFFERERS. + 


Of all druggists. Price 25 cents a box. 
New York Depot, 365 Canal St. 
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RED ND ALLSOPP’S 


Thos AY THE BREWERS _IN ENGLAND. 
R E IMP 


_—— 
Told EVERY WHERE. 
New Work Branch, 92 Pearl Street, E. L. ZELL. Agent 








To BE EXPECTED. 


Island greenings, do you? Seems to me they 
are awfully small. 

DEALER. — Yes, Mum. Rhode Island is a 
small State, Mum.—New York Weekly. 





THE Puritans were not speculators, and yet they fre- 
quent y invested in stocks.— 7exas Siftings. 


The 1892 Model Remington 


-« lypewriters- 


Presents many points of improvement which will 
readily commend themselves to all users. 


SEND FOR CATALOGUE. 











WYCKOFF, ‘SEAMANS & BENEDICT, 327 Broadway, N. Y. 


‘*WeE are very much embarrassed hau the the 
Old Soldiers’ Monument. The bronze figure 
| costs $4,000, and we have only $3,000.” 
| «Why don’t you cut it down? Take off a 
| 





Nothing fills ‘the eye and the feeling if 





so full of unquestioning pleasure as 


varnish — new varnish fresh from the leg and both arms. Many an old soldier has lost 


‘em for his country.”—Harfer’s Bazar. 


MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING 
SYRUP for children teething. It soothes the child, softens the gums, 
allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle. 


brush. 
Do you know that old varnish 








‘iad HOUSEKEEPER. —Call these apples Rhode | 


| 
JOHN P. LOVELL ARMS CO., Mfrs., 147 Washington St., BOSTON, MASS. 
| 

















Coat and Vest to Order 


__ in Clay’s Diagonals $12 & $15. 


| These goods are soft finished and will not gloss. We will give 
you a written guarantee that they are foreign goods. Leave 
your order for one of our $18.00 Spring overcoats. ‘They can’t 
| be beaten. We have the largest line of trouserings at $5 in this 


TAKE NOTICE. 


We have recently added a new department to our establish- 
ment, our object being to sell cloth by the yard on the smallest 
margin possible. With that end in view, we are receiving cloth 
from the largest mills in the world. All our goods are shrunk 
and ready for use. 

Samples and self-measurement guide forwarded by mail free 
of charge. 

Representatives wanted in every state in the Union to take 
orders for our stylish garments, made to order. 


‘JACOBS BROTHERS, 


229 Broadway = pp. Post-Oftice). 
(52 & 154 Bowery (Cor. Broome St.). 





‘ Ask for VAN HOoUTEN’s Cocoa — take no other. 





richer, if it was right when new? 


Will you read one {| in the “‘ People’s Text-Book ?” free. 


MURPHY VARNISH CO., 
FRANKLIN Murpny, President. 


Newark, Boston, Cement, St. Louis, Chicago. Exact Size, 





Perfecto. 


| HOTEL BRUNSWICK. 





Pickines FROM Puck 


for sample box of 10, by mail, to JACOB STAHL, JR., 





EQUAL TO ANY IMPORTED CIGAR._We prefer you should buy of your dealer ; if he does not keep them, get 1.00 
& CO., 168th Street and 3rd Avenue, N. ¥. C ‘ity. 
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TOILE 


Leaves a Delicate and Lasting Odor. 
AN IDEAL COMPLEXION SOAP. 


For sale by all Drug and Fancy Goods Dealers, or if 
unable to procure this Wonderful Soap, send 
25 Cents in stamps and receive a cake by return mail. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 


SPECTAL—Shandon Bells Waltz (the popular Society 
Waltz) sent FREE toanyone sending us three wrappers 
of Shandon Bells Soap. 
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~ “KODAKS. 


MAVERICKS 


SHORT STORIES ROUNDED UP. 
208 pp. 16mo. In Boards, $1. 


By Mail, from the Publishers, 
Pucn, N. Y. 


In Paper, 50c, 
Of all Booksellers. 
on receipt of price. 


Address : 


THE LATEST PUFF. 
In a certain cemetery, which shall be name- 
less, there is a gravestone with this inscription: 
‘¢Mr. Charles Fiest will repose here ; at present 
he is still alive, and carrying on the shoemaking 
business at 41144 Larrabee Street.”—TZ7he Tud. 





When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria 
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria. 
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria 
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria. 





The completion of our new works at Rochester, N. Y., and Harrow, England, 


insures an abundant supply of transparent films for Kodaks, both in this country 


and Europe, from this time forward. 


Important changes in the process of manufacture, instituted since January Ist, 


materially improves the quality and sensitiveness. 


THE 


BEEMAN’S PEPSINGUM 
y THE PERFECTION 


™ OF CHEWING CUM. 
A DELICIOUS 


REMEDY 


FOR ALL FORMS OF 


INDIGESTION. 


>. 
| 









1-3 of an ounce of Pure Pep- 

sin mailed on receipt of 25c. 

CAUTION-—See that the name 
Ene’ Beeman is on each wrapper. 

Each tablet contains one grain pure pepsin, sufficient to 
digest 1,000 grains of fvod. If it cannot be obtained from 
dealers, send five cents in stamps for sample package to 
BEEMAN CHEMICAL CO., 27 Lake St., Cleveland, 0. 4...» 

ORIGINATORS OF PEPSIN CHEWING GUM, 


Pp ER D AY handling the fastest selling 
household article on record. 
OVER A MILLION SOLD IN PHILADELPHIA. 

No matter where you reside, everybody needs it. 
Write to-day, enclosing stamp, and we will mail you 
FREE SAMPLE and full particulars, which will 
enable you to commence work at once. Address, 478 
W. H. WILLIAMSON, 44 N. 4th St., Philada., Pa. 














Extra Fine Flavor, Old and Mellow. 
Warranted absolutely pure, distilled 
for medicinal and family use. Price-lists mailed. Packed and shipped | 
anywhere. Address G. H., Post-office Box 3179, New York. 7 


LAWN - TENNIS. 
Catalogue and rules 
of the Game Free. 


SPECIAL DISCOUNT TO CLUBS. 
*440 PECK & SNYDER, 126 Nassau St., New York. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Houston St., ( 
BRANCH, N. E. cor. William & Spruce Sts.. | 








New YORK. 


RAMBLER BICYCLES 
¢¢ Best and Most Luxurious.” 
G. & J. 

PNEUMATIC 
TIRES. 
PRACTICAL AND SIMPLE. 


Catalogue Free. 


Gormully & Jeffery Mfg Co. 


221-229 N. Franklin St., CHICAGO, ILL. 
178 Columbus Ave., 1325 14th St. N. W., 
BOSTON. WASHINGTON 
1788 Broadway, NEW YORK 





EASTMAN COMPANY, 


ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

‘¢ THERE is such a thing as carrying a joke 
too far,” remarked Funnicus, after he had visited 
a dozen newspaper offices, at all of which his 
joke had been declined.— Voukers Statesman. 


A half wine glass of Angostura Bitters before meals will restore 


| the appetite. Manufactured only by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





At all druggists. 





*“AMERICA’S GREATEST RAILROAD," 


NEW YORK (ENTRAL 


& HUDSON RIVER RAILROAD, 


FOUR-TRACK 


TRUNK LINE. 





Reaching by its through cars the most import- 
ant commercial centers of the United States and 
Canada, and the greatest of America’s Health 
and Pleasure resorts. 


Direct Line to NIAGARA FALLS 


by way of the historic Hudson River and through 
the beautiful Mohawk Valley. 

All trains arrive at and depart from GRAND 
CENTRAL STATION, 4th Ave. and 42d St., 
New York, centre of Hotel and Residence section. 


ONLY RAILROAD STATION IN NEW YORK. <6; 
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MinneSota. 
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trade-mark of the United States Printing 
Co., Cincinnati, O., and all ‘‘United States”’ 
| Playing Cards have this trade-mark for the 
| Ace of Spades card. It is printed on every 
card case. None are genuine without it. 


| This ace painted on the rock is the 


Mention where you saw this advertisement, 
enclose a two-cent stamp for postage, and get 
in return ‘‘ The Card-Players’ Companion.” 
THE UNITED STATES PRINTING CO., 
RussELL & MorGAN FACTORIES, CINCINNATI, O. 
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POZZONI’S 
Fastidious Gentlemen 


always use 


POZZONI’S 


Medicated 


COMPLEXION 
POWDER wiite Tint) 


After a Shave. 
“it Cools and Heals the Skin.” 


POZZONI’S NJ) ... 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, east 
of Denver or west of New York. Suit 
able for presents. Sample orders so- 
licited. Address, 


. F. HER, Confecti 
©. F. CUNT 214 State St. Chicago. 





POZZONI’S 
S.t1NOZZOd 























| EF 23d Street, 
Sn yj near Broadway. 
1 SAR New Wax Groups Constantly Added. 
\ Grand Hungarian Band Concerts, Afternoon and 
Evening, by Munezi Lajos Orchestra. 
“POW ELL’S WONnDERS- 


A Great Success. 


SHE wise MAJILTON azzi2ce 


Admission 50c. Children 25c. 


YON & HEALY 
154 to 166 State St., Chicago. 
Will Mail Free their newly enlarged 
Catalogue of Band Instruments, Uni- 
forms and Equipments, 400 Fine Il- 
lustrations, describing every article 
required by Bands or Drum Corps, 

Contains Instructions for Amateur Bands, 

Exercises and Drum Major's Tactics, By- 

Laws and a Selected List of Band Music. 408 


ARE YOU DEAF ? 


DON’T YOU WANT TO HEAR? 


7 E AURAPHONE willsurely help you if you do, 
It is a new scientific invention which will restore 
the hearing of any one not born deaf. When in the 
ear tis invisible, and does not cause the slightest 
discomfort in wearing. Itis tothe ear what the glasses 
are to the eye, an earspectacle. Write for particulars. 

THE AURAPHONE COMPANY, 3 

300 and 302 Powers Block, Rochester,N.Y. 
























Catalogue free on spettestion to the nearest Columbia 
Agent, or sent by mail for two 2-cent stamps. 


POPE MFG. CO., 221 Columbus Ave., Boston. 


URBANA WINE CO. | 


D. M. HILDRETH, Vice- presttaent. 
W. W. ALLEN, Treasurer. J. DAVIS, General Supt. 
A.J. SW ITZER, Secretary. HARLO HAEES, President. 


POST-OFFICE: 
URBANA, N. WY. 


PRONOUNCED BY 


CONNOISSEURS THE 


Best 
Natural 
Sparkling 

Wine 


PRODUCED IN 


AMERICA. 





FULL LINE OF WELL- ‘RIPENED AND PURE 
Sweet Catawba, Dry Catawba, Port, Sherry, 





Clarets and Brandy, 


MADE EXCLUSIVELY FROM GRAPES. 
Ee For sale by all leading Wine Dealers and Grocers. 
HAMMONDSPORT, New York. 


WHEEL 


for INVALIDS 


To propel one’s self, or 
comfortably, easily and 


Catalogue with cut 3 
sizes sent for stamp,to ‘S 


SMITH wee. CHAIR CONCERN, 120 William oe New York, 


CARL \RL UPMANN’S | 
BOUQUET CICAR. 












and CRIPPLES. 
to be pushed about in, 
~ of the reliable sort. 
prices of all styles and 
any given address. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
America’s Favorite Ten-cent Cigar. 
For SALE By First-CLass DEALERS EVERYWHERE. 


Abita 496 & 408 E. 59th St., New York. 





STUDY LAW 
AT HOME. 


TAKE A COURSE IN THE 
SPRAGUE CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOL OF LAW. (incorporated. 

Send ten cents (stamps) for 
particulars to 
J. Cotnen, Jn., Secry, 
DETROIT, MICH. 
539 WHITNEY BLOCK. 


UNION CYCLES ; 


sure WINNERS. 
SEND FOR CATALOG 


UNION. 


CYCLE MFG.cOo~ 


66 To 170 COLUMBUS AVE.BOSTON,MASS. 


SYLPH CYCLES S8uNEasy 


Perfection of cycle manufacture, Hollow tires 
good ; spring frames betfer ; Sy|ph combines both 
andiSBEST ;no need now toridespring- 
less cyclesor depend on tires 
gM alone for comfort.Sy!ph 3 part 
= ing frame destroysv ibrat’n. 
S fic bt,simplestreng. Cata. free 
" Rouse-Duryea we Co., 66 GSt., Peoria, IL. 







































EBER’s BITTrEeERS. 

— Oldest and Best of All STOMACH BITTERS, 

and as fine a cordial as ever made. To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
7s JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 





LOVE IN KENTUCKY. 
Louisville residence; time, 10:30 P. M. 
(from head of stairs ).— 


| Scene, 
MASCULINE VOICE 


Young man, I reckon you don’t know the saloons | 


in this neighborhood close at eleven. 





| KENTUCKY LOvER.-— Good-night, my own. 
| I must hurry.—.Vew Vork lVeekly. 
THE PROSE OF MOTION. 
5 5 4 les- 
son to-day? Did you find it difficult? 
WEE NEPHEW.—No’m, it’s easy ‘nough. 


All you have to do is to keep turning ’round and 
wiping your feet.— Street GS Smith’s Good News. 


‘“¢ MR. SPARERIB, I have come to ask you for | 


the hand of your daughter,” said the bashful 


Chicago youth, leading the maiden into her 
father’s presence. 
‘¢What! And leave all the rest to me?” ex- 


claimed the surprised parent, looking down at 
the carpet to where his dé tughter rested upon the 
floor.— Boston Post. 





The Superior 
MEDICINE 


for all forms of 
blood disease, 


AYER'S 


Sarsaparilla 


the health 
restorer, and health 
maintainer. 


Cures Others 
will cure you. 





| — 








BREWING CAPACITY: 











With the Completion of the New Brewhouse, 
the Brewing Capacity is the Largest 
of any Brewery in the World. 


6 kettles every 24 hours, 6.000 Barrels, or 1,800,000 Barrels per year. 


| CONSUMPTION OF MATERIAL: Malt, 12,000 bushels per day — 3,600,000 bushels 
per year. Hops, 7,500 Ibs. per day — 2,250,000 Ibs. per year. 

No Corn or Corn Preparations are used in the manufacture of the 

ANHEUSER-BUSCH BEER. It is, therefore, the highest priced but the most wholesome and 


really the least expensive for its swperior guality. 


| ANNUAL SHIPPING CAPACITY: 
“IF you tell a friend your troubles he weeps, but at the 
recollection of his own.— 7evas Siftings. 


NOTHING FUNNY 


about an uncomfortable pair of suspenders. 


most sensible suspender ‘onde, 


because it is comfortable, 


first, last and all the time. 


he next time you need a brace 


ASK YOUR FURNISHER FOR IT. 
If he does not keep it send to us and we will mail sample pair. 
cts. for plain. $1.00 for silk figured. 
Chester Suspender Co., 4 Decatur Ave., Roxbury, Mass. 














‘ An elegant dressing exquisitely perfumed, removes all impurities from" 

» prevents baldness and gray hair, and causes the hair to grow 

Infallible for curing eruptions, diseases of the 

skin, glands and muscles, and quickly healing cuts, burns, bruises, sprains, 
All Druggists or by Mail, 50 cts. 

BARCLAY & CO., 44 Stone Str., New York, 


the scal 


Thicke ft and Beautiful. 


&e. 








FOR THE 


HAIR 


AND 


SKIN 


ESTABLISHED /I80l. 


100,000,000. Bottles 








and 5,000,000 Kegs. 


Iv was the man that let his voice fall who had a cracked 
voice, we beheve,—Vorkers Statesman. 


THE BISHOP & BABCOCK CO., 


Manufacturers of the LATEST IMPROVED 


BEER PUMPS 


and all kinds of apparatus for Preserving 
and Drawing Lager Beer, Ale and Porter. 


Sales Room: 152 Centre St., N. 
Manufactory, at Cleveland, 0 


Send for Large llustrated Cotning ue. 
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THE EUREKA NO. 9. 
DOUBLE ACTING. 


PDRUNKENNESS 





elle) -3, 71-18 


In ii the World there is but ONE CURE, Dr. Haines’Golden Spe- 
cifie, It can be given in a cup of coffee or tea, or in omens of food, 
without the knowledge of the patient, if necessary. IT vs FAILS. 
48-psge book of particulars free. Addrees in confiden 
GOLDEN SPECIFIC CO., 185 Race St., Cincinnatt, Ohio, 








_ DETECTIVES © 


nted in every county to act in the Secret Service under 
stor ad from Capt. Grannan, ex-Chief Detectives of Cin- 
cinnati. Experience not necessary. Established 11 years. Partic- 
ulars free. Address Grannan Detective Bureau Co. 44 Ar- 2 
cade, Cincinnati, O. The methods and operationsof this Bureau 
investigated and found lawtul by United States Government. 














Another Reason why y your Entire Stock, Bond 
and Banking Business should be Transacted with 


LEWIS G. TEWKSBURY, 


No. 50 BROADWAY, ‘New w York: 
He allows 6 per cent. interest on all 
deposits for margin. 
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Burlington 
Houte 





IS 
Pacific Coast. 


«| WISH I was twins,” said Willie. 

“Why?” 

‘¢] ’d send the other half of me to school, and 
this half would go fishing.” —Harper’s Bazar 


},Rothscnid 


NEW YORK, 56 & 58 W. 14th St 
PHILADELPHIA, 1022 Chestnut St. 











BOSTON, 7 Temple PI ce. 
BROOKLYN, Fulton St., cor Hoyt. 
PARIS, Rue d’Enghien. 


We beg to call special attention to our latest 
importation of Fine Paris Bonnets, Lon- 
don Round Hats, and an elegant variety of 
Misses’ and Children’s Trimmed and un- 
trimmed Hats. 

These are specially noteworthy for their good 
styles, perfect combinations, and colorings; and, 
above all, the remarkably low prices at 
which they are sold. 

- THERE is n’t anything we know that some- 
body did n’t have to burn his fingers to find out. 
—Ram’s Horn. 





BEST CALIFORNIA CHAMPAGNE. 


Made from 2 to 3 years old SONOMA VALLEY WINE, 
America’s Best Product. 


, Our cellars, extending from Warren to Chambers St., are the 
‘inest wine cellars in this city. They enable us to carry sufficient 
Stock to properly age the wine before drawing it off into bottles. 
J he best proof of its superiority lies in the fact that we are pat- 
ronized by the most prominent hospitals of New York, Brooklyn, 
«nd all parts of this country. 


A. WERNER & CO., 52 Warren St., New York. 


! have submitted A. Werner & Co.’s Extra Dry toa chemical 
analysis, and find it free from any impurities whatever. I there- 
ore cordially recommend it as a pure and healthy American 
wane. A. OGDEN DOREMUS, M.D. LL.D., 
Professor of Chemistry and Physics, College City of New York. 











__A veritable family medicine box, BEECHAM's PILLs. 





13th to 
14th Se. 





& CO. 





; : M AC Y 
6th Ave., 
N. Y. 


| In our newly-enlarged 


CLOAK PARLORS, 


We have marked down all of our fine 


IMPORTED 


Gapes and Jacket 


AS FOLLOWS : 
Capes that were 


$54.69, $47.99, $35.6l, 


We now sell at 


$32.44, $25.41, $17.99. 


Jackets that were 


$32.49, $27.64, $22.41, 








ORATING TONIC 


Peruvian Bark, and 
Pure Catalan Wine. 


Endorsed ag the Medical Faculty of 
Paris, as the t Remedy for 


LOSS of APPETITE, 
FEVER and AGUE, 
MALARIA, NEURALGIA 
and INDIGESTION. 


Now at 
An experience of 25 years in expert- 
mental analysis, together with the val- 
uabie aid extended by the Acedenny 
of Medicine in Paris, has enadled M, 


INVIG 


$22.81, $18.99, $14.87. 
aroche to extract the entire active 


properties of Peruvian Bark (a result FINE SILK LACE CA PES, 


aye Ae ig : ; 0.81, $13.97, $16.74, $18.21, 


trate tuem in an elixir, which possesses in the highest 
Ow COSMETIC an accurate scientific compound, removes 
ig PimPLes, BLACKHEADS, BLOTCHES. Drug- 


degree its restorative and invigorating qualities, free 
from the disagreeable bitterness of other remedies. 
gists; by mail, 50 cts. CALLOW M’F’G CO., Paterson, N. F¥. 


2 rue Drouot, Paris. 


2 
E. FOUGERA & CO., Agents for U. S., 


30 North William street, N. Y. 





LAROCHE 


WOODBURY’S FACIAL SOAP 
FACTS, NOT FICTION, CONVINCE. 


A GooD sermon will always outlive the preacher. — 


Ram's Horn. 








FOR THE SKIN, SCALP, 
and COMPLEXION. 


1st. It is unexcelled as a toilet soap for all bathing purposes, thorough in its action as a 
cleanser and beautifier of the skin, curing all pimples and eruptions. 
2d. Facial Soap replaces cosmetics, powders and lotions, and counteracts their injurious 
effects. Money and skin saved by its use. 
3d. It removes excesssive oil from the skin, rendering it soft, smooth and vel- 
vety to the touch. 
4th. It contains a disinfectant, and is of excellent use in hospital wards, and for 
the cure of contagious eruptions, 
sth. It is especially recommended for physicians’ use, and when once used will 
prove its claims. 
6th. It is invaluable for shaving, preventing disease, allaying irritation, cleans- 
ing and healing in its nature. A sweet, pure and clean skin guaranteed after its use. 
7th. Jt is used for washing the Hair and Scalp, and acts like a tonic, preventing 
dandruff, tetter, and eczema; gives to the hair a fresh, glossy appearance, prevents 
its falling, removes excessive oil, and makes the hair soft, light and pliable, 
8th. Blackheads do not linger after their first introduction to this, their enemy. 
All old discolored secretions depart, the skin presenis a fine, smooth, glowing 
appearance, that is soon apparent; beauty and health of tissue is the result. 
oth. Where soft coal is burned it is the only soap that will successfully combat 
the dirt-laden air and keep your beauty and complexion intact. Use and prove. 
roth. It reduces undue redness of the nose when not of long standing, thus pre- 
venting one from becoming unsightly and a target for jest and raillery. 
11th. For removing the make-up of actresses it is excellent. It dissolves quickly and thor- 
oughly all paints, powders, and lotions of all kinds. 
12th. For excessive perspiration on any part of the body this soap accomplishes wonders, 
removing all odors and perspiration. 
13th. It is prepared by a dermatologist of 20 years’ experience in treating skin diseases 
For Sale by all Druggists, or sent by Mail, 50 cents. 


A Sample Cake of Soap and 128-page Book on Dermatology and Beauty, illustrated, on Skin, 
Scalp, Nervous and Blood Diseases, also Disfigurements like Birth Marks, Moles, Warts, India Ink 
and Powder Marks, Scars, Pittings, Red Nose, Cancer, Superfluous Hair, Acne, and all Skin and 
Scalp [mperfections and their treatment, sent sealed for 10 cents. 


JOHN H. WOODBURY, Dermatological Institute, 
125 West 42d Street, New York City. 


Consultation Free at Office or by Letter. 










Nineteen Stories All Booksellers. Over 200 Illustrations 


by by 
Puck's Authors. RA AV > Pit * >) Puck's Artists. 
* * * 


¥ 


In Paper, 50. By mail on receipt of price. /n Boards, $1.00. 


Address PUCK, N.Y. 
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|CREEDE | CAMP BIRD) 
5 OF CREEDE. { 
{ It is worth your while to know something about the GREATEST SILVER CAMP IN 

} THE WORLD. Also something about speculation that will, nine chances out of ten, 
5 PAY TEN DOLLARS FOR ONE. ) 
, DON’ WRITE if you have not BUT D0 W IF you wish a true 
; got the time to investigate RITE story, told in plain ¢ 
* * * * * language, how famous Gold and Silver Mines have a beginning. 
C. M. FARNUM, 520 Mining Exchange Building, 
DENVER, COLO. ? 
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Mr. Samuel Sideboard'’s whiskers ran pretty much to hair, He was spied thus by his nephews, little Dick and little Dan, 
And they stuck out long and tempting, as he slumbered in his chair. And the former to the latter did unfold a merry plan. 
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In pursuance of its details, softly they approached the spot, Quietly they made their exit, left him soundly sleeping there, 
And they tied those long Dundrearys in the hardest kind of knot. Fastened firmly by his whiskers to his comfortable chair. 
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But, — ere long his nap was ended, he awakened with a yawn With sleepy disappointment he then essayed a stretch ; 
To find the corners of his mouth felt very strangely drawn. But, to his intense amazement, it somehow seemed to “ketch.” 
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In horror, and in ignorance of where the trouble lay, Upon the floor he sat and swore (the sweat rolled off in drops) 
He leaped up with a frightful yell, and — fearful things did say! His brother's wife could bet her life, he'd now sport ‘‘ mutton-chops.”’ 


UNCLE SAMUEL’S WHISKERS. 





